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KNOW a joy that knows not raptured thrills 
Of butterflies or blue and golden days. * * 
The inner joy of knowing friendship here 
With God in his own temple by the sea. 
And in the tide of water on the shore, 
Rolling the crested, charging wave along. 
I feel the song of love forever flow. 
I go alone into my forest glade— 
Yet down my temple aisle there walks, unseen, 
One who with me forever more shall walk— 
His hand in mine. And where the green boughs frame 
The windows of my temple’s blue-arched roof. 
' The Christ voice leads me into reverent prayer. 


Lines from a poem by Caroline Louise Sheppa 
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Gord of All Love 


Lord, make us each love ALL, that when we meet 
Myriads upon myriads at Thy bar, 

We may be glad, as all true-lovers are 
After long parting. Count reunton sweet; 

Safe gathered home around Thy blessed feet. 
Coming by different roads from near and far, 


Whether by whirlwind or by flaming car, 


From pangs, or sleep; sate folded round Thy seat. 


Oh, tf our brother’s blood cry out at us, 
How shall we meet Thee, who hast loved us all? 

Thee, whom we never loved, not loving him? 

The.unloving cannot chant with Seraphim, 
Bear harp of gold or palm victorious, 


Or tace the Viseon Beatifical. 
—Christina Roseth. 
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FROM THE EDITOR’S DESK 


Wherever you may be, dear members of our HeEvper family, your 
thoughts surely turn toward Ocean Park in the month of August, and if 
it is your privilege to walk up Temple Avenue, you will doubtless meet 
many another family friend from many a state and from India, for the 
Hamlins are here in their summer home, and Mr. Oxrieder, with health 
restored, is happily greeted. Miss Coe is expected for Annual Meeting, 
Mrs. Griffin is unable to come because of a recent accident, but writes, 
“T certainly hope and pray that God will be in all the meetings in a very 
precious way.” At this writing, July 19, General Conference Board is in 
session and the Missionary Conference about to begin. Our cheery Presi- 
dent, Mrs. Durgin of Minnesota, is already here, and well known D. D.’s 
are as thick as blueberries! President Mauck of Hillsdale College, Dr. 
Lord of New York, Doctors Anthony and Ford of Maine, and Stacy of 
New Hampshire, are here. Our General Subscription Agent, whose 
sparkling notes you will read in this number, is with her parents, Hon. 
Geo. F. and Mrs. Mosher, in their cottage on the sea wall, as are also 
President and Mrs. MacDonald of Storer College, Harper’s Ferry. Hon. 
L. M. Webb, the kind attorney of the F. B. W. M. S., is in his cottage on 
Randall Avenue. You will recognize the picture of a winter residence at 
Ocean Park as the home of Mr. and Mrs. W. E. C. Rich, whose daughter, 
Mrs. Wayne Jordan, writes letters to the HELPER from China. Doesn't 
Mrs. MacDonald’s story of Commencement make us glad to have a part in 
such a great work as Storer College is doing? And Mrs. Hartley’s en- 
thusiasm about the Cradle Roll work is always contagious. Mrs. Guptill 
is another practical enthusiast. She writes, “If a new family moves into 
town, our first question is, ‘Are there children under six?’ If so, we get 
them. With exception of one family we have every child in any way 
connected with our church, or with no church, and are now patiently 
waiting for more to arrive. In the Easter concert we had a whole row of 
(ten or twelve) little ones between three and five, and ever so many be- 
tween five and six. But there! I always ‘enthuse’ over my Cradle Roll!” 
Miss Coe writes of the post card picture of babies’ heads—like the one in 
May HeELPeER—“It is dear! And it’s such fun to pick out my children!” 
Miss Gowen, writing from Chandipore, (the Ocean Park of India) where 
many of our missionaries spend their vacations, gives this humanly sug- 
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gestive glimpse of the missionary babies, “Robert and Kenneth Frost, 
Doris Holder and Merrill Collett, are a happy quartette—except when all 
of them want the same thing at the same time!’ She adds. “I shall be 
very glad when I reach U. S. A. I am quite ready to go, this year, when 
the time comes.’’ Miss Coombs wrote from Darjeeling, May 17, “You 
see I am up here for the hot season vacation and I am glad to report that 
[ am improving right along. The heat became almost unbearable on the 
plains, but this mountain air is so invigorating! I feel already like another 
person. I am thankful every time I think of the risk those dear, good 
Women took in returning me to India, and hope I shall prove it was worth 
while.” Mrs. Holder wrote from Midnapore, May 5, “We all leave for 
vacation this week, Mrs. Ager to Cuttack, Miss Daniels and the Murphys 
to Contai, Dr. Kennan, Doris and I for Chandipore. Mrs. Burkholder 
will be there for a week, and then in June we take a boat trip through the: 
Sunder Bund.” Miss Daniels, “Here I am at Contai with the Howards, 
who moved here in March. It is a delightful place and almost comfort- 
able, during the heat, with sea breezes. I had a very happy birthday with 
lots of gifts, a surprise in the form of a dinner with Dr. Mary, Amy 
Porter, the Browns and Dr. Murphy there, besides our Midnapore 
crowd.” Will you read carefully, please, the new topics for 1916-17, 
and the comments, under Helps For Monthly Meetings? And will you 
pray this month, for all the committees of the auxiliaries, as they plan for 
and arrange the new year of work?....The secretary of the Danville, N. 
H., society-reports, “Our auxiliary gave “The Torch Bearers’ on Sunday 
evening for our Thank Offering service. We had angels with wings and 
golden trumpets, and all of the other parts in costumes. The electrician 
managed the lighting, which was wonderful. Mr. Keith did exquisite 
decorating. It was a strikingly beautiful pageant, and our offering was 
the largest in years.” ....Mrs. Thompson writes that the girls of the 
World-Wide Guild of the Union, Mich., church, have decided to support 
a worker for Miss Estabrook and are arranging a drama on her field and 
work. .... Vacation days! but full of work and plans for the future! 
May they be blessed days for us all! 


<> 
—_— 





‘‘Deeper than the need for men, deeper far than the need for money, aye, 
deep down at the bottom of our spiritless life is the need for the forgotten secret 
of prevailing, world-wide prayer.’’ 
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COMMENCEMENT AT STORER 
By EvizAn—ETH MosHER MACDONALD. 


“Toward Success”. This is the motto which forty-four boys and 
_ girls, comprising the largest class ever graduated from Storer, have chosen 
to take with them into the larger life opening before them. Of these 
voung people at least eight plan to take a college course and follow a pro- 
fession, eight more go forth with a State Teachers’ Certificate to bring 
better sanitary, social, moral and spiritual conditions into the communities 
where they may teach, one will become a trained nurse, one hopes to take 
special training for the ministry, others will follow industrial pursuits, 
while several will return to us for further professional work in the Normal 
Department. That each one of them may strive in the broad spirit of 
service to others, that they may develop a pride in their work founded on 
self respect, and not a vanity founded on their desire for the good opinion 
of others at the cost of their own loss of moral fibre, is the hope of their 
teachers as they will watch their progress along the path toward success. 

Commencement this year occurred May twenty-fifth. But a week 
before that the festivities began, with the annual band concert, Thursday, 
May eighteenth. Cool, rainy weather made the indoor gatherings com- 
fortable beyond the average, while the showers wisely did not interfere 
with recreation hours on the campus. You all know how busy and com- 
plex commencement week is in boarding-schools and colleges the world 
over, and so you can imagine our boys and girls at their final examina- 
tions, rushing to rehearsals, finishing the inevitable note-books at the 
invariable eleventh hour, and full of the half happy, half tearful excite- 
ment that makes closing days so precious to young lives and so bewilder- 
ing to those who look on. The night following the band concert our 
Freshman Class gave their Declamatory Contest. We always know the 
Freshmen can speak and sing almost better than the upper class people, 
and this year they proved no exception. Sunday our forty-four Seniors 
assembled for their last dinner together and a farewell walk over the hill- 
side paths of beautiful Harper’s Ferry. That night was given the sermon 
to the graduating class by Dean L. B. Moore of Howard University. 
Perhaps you will feel better acquainted with him if I tell you he is a 
brother-in-law of Tanner, the colored artist, of whom art critics say, “He 
is not only the greatest artist the colored race has produced, but one of 
the greatest America has produced. He has ceased to be racial and be- 
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come national.” Dr. Moore is himself a widely traveled as well as cul- 
tured gentleman and his talk was inspiring. He emphasized the folly of 
striving for one’s own selfish benefit. He claimed that such striving 
dwarfed the outlook on life; by increasing selfishness, by giving one a 
wrong estimate of the duty one owes to others, as well as of the worth 
of others ; moreover, it is contrary to the welfare of nations and the higher 
dictates of one’s soul, and finally it is against the will and purposes of 
God. It was a talk which because of its clearness, forcibleness and sanity 
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Group of Storer Students and Teachers 


made a lasting impression on the audience. When | tell you that our 
music department is actually winning fame through the length and 
breadth of West Virginia, you will feel sure that our vested choir under 
the direction of Miss Nason acquitted itself nobly baccalaureate night. 
Monday night the Sophomores gave us another elocutionary treat in 
the form of a declamatory contest, the speakers in this, as in the other 
class contests, being chosen half by the faeulty because of their class 
record and deportment and half by the class because they have succeeded 
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in gaining the goodwill and esteem of their fellows. Thus it is a distinct 
honor to appear on a commencement week program. Tuesday the 
Juniors in original orations informed us in eloquent language on the 
burning questions of the day, while Wednesday night occurred one of 
the most delightful exercises of the week. It was alumni night, and not 
only was a program carefully prepared and rendered, but there were more 
alumni present than ever before, and when they rose in a body and sang 
their alumni hymn, followed by an ode sung by the class of 1916, tears 











Storer Band 


stood ia many eyes. Another milestone of memory was the chapel exer- 
cise of that day, when the Seniors conducted the exercises, and then for 
an hour students, teachers and friends spoke of what was nearest their 
hearts. An especially touching speech was made by a Senior boy whose 
struggle for an education, bravely surmounted, seemed about ¢o end in 
failure through illness just before commencement. By heroic will power 
he conquered even disease and, as he stood and told of his love for Storer, 
which had been “both father and mother” to him, all were baptized anew 
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with the spirit of service. And there was perhaps no happier lad in all 
eur land than this same boy, when the next morning he was able to de- 
liver his oration to a crowded house and receive in his own hand his well- 
earned diploma. 

Of the Senior exercises, Thursday, May twenty-fifth, the words of 
one of the mest noted educators in West Virginia may best convey the 
impression I would like for you to gain. To me personally he said, “This 
is a revelation tome. I had no idea that Storer exerted such a widespread 
influence, or that a Storer commencement meant so much to the mass of 
the people. Why, you actually have a larger outside gathering here than 
we have on the State University campus.”’ He also spoke in high terms 
of the student body, especially of the intelligence of the Senior class, and 
of all that he had observed. Naturally that rejoiced us, for everyone: 
likes to have others appreciate what he himself cherishes. 

Thursday night the cantata, Joseph’s Bondage, closed the festivities. 
It was given under the direction of Miss Charlotte M. Nason, with Mrs. 
Metcalf as costume director. The large audience gave close attention for 
three hours as the days of the patriarchs were so vividly and beautifully 
brought before them. Special mention should be made of the interpreta- 
tion of Joseph by Hubert Allemby, our boy from Miss Esterbrook’s mis- 
sion in Barbados. 

During the week the trustees had come and gone and made efficient 
plans for a better year in 1916-1917 “than ever yet”. And every day the 
crops had been growing on that lot of land which the lovers of the Mis- 
SIONARY HELPER and of Storer had paid for this last winter and spring. 
I wish you might see the girls’ gardens. Each girl had a plot of ground 
on which she might plant what she pleased. One girl planted peanuts, 
When I left Harper’s Ferry the middle of June, those uniform plots with 
narrow paths between were really beautiful, and flowers and vegetables 
were flourishing in luxuriant harmony. 

And so another year of Storer’s life has become history. In the 
love of loyal alumni, in the confidence of the State Board of Education, 
in the judgment of the Trustees, she stands well. The vision of her use- 
fulness is more alluring than ever, and though individuals may fail, the 
college herself will continue to send out an efficient citizenship to our 
common country, for many commencements yet to be. 
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Ocean Park in Picture 


I heard or seemed to hear the chiding sea 
Say, Pilgrim why so late and slow to come? 
Am I not always here, thy Summer home? 
Is not thy voice my music. morn and eve ? 
My breath thy healthful climate in the heats, 
My touch thy antidote, my bay thy bath? 











ON THE BEACH 


Behold the Sea, 
The opaline, the plentiful and strong, 
Yet beautiful as is the rose in June, 
Fresh as the trickling rainbow of July: 
Sea full of food, the nourisher of kinds, 
Purger of earth and medicine of men: 
Creating a sweet climate by my breath, 
Washing out harms and grief from memory, 
And, in my mathematic ebb and flow, 
Giving a hint of that which changes not. 








— Bmerson 
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RECOGNITION DAY. Marching to the Crove 











RECOGNITION DAY. At the Golden Gate 
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The groves were God’s first temples * * * 
Father, thy hand 

Hath reared these venerable columns, thou 

Didst weave this verdant roof. * * * 

My heart is awed within me when I think 

Of the great miracle that still goes on 














GUILD PARK IN WINTER. ‘What is so rarz asa day in—March’ 


In silence round me—the perpetual work 
Of thy creation, fnished, yet renewed * * * 
The lesson of thy own eternity. 

* * * Be it ours to meditate 
In these calm shades, thy milder majesty, 
And to the beautiful order of thy works 


Learn to conform the order of our lives. 
— Bryant 
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A WINTER RESIDENCE 


Nature never did betray 

The heart that loved her; ’tis her privilege, 
Through all the years of this our life, to lead 

From joy to joy: for she can so inform 

The mind that is within us, so impress 

With quietness and beauty, and so feed 

With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues, 
Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men, * * * 
Shall e’er prevail against us, or disturb 

Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold 

Is full of blessings. — Wardsworth 
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THOUGHTS AT OCEAN PARK 


By ANNIE ELIZABETH Brown. 


The trees, the sky, the sea, The twinkling stars that watch all night, 
They seem to speak to me The winding stream, so cool and bright, 
Thy greatness, Lord. Thy guiding, Lord. 
The sunsets in the glowing west, The fish within the ocean deep, 
The moonshine on the ocean’s breast, The little bird that sings so sweet, 
Thy power, Lord. Thy caring, Lord. 
The little flower, the tiny shell, The friends, that here we love to greet, 
The bed of moss within the dell, The children playing at our feet, 
Thy planning, Lord. Thy givine, Lord. 
The roaring of the mighty sea, The quiet hour, the morning prayer 
The rustling leaves upon the tree, Within thy grove, so wondrous fair, 
Thy music, Lord. Thy loving, Lord. 


We thank Thee for these blessings rare. 
loretaste of blessines over there 


With Thee, dear Lord. 


— 


CRADLE ROLL NEWS 





Dear Co-W orkers:— 

I wish you could peep over my shoulder, and see some of the fine 
reports that have come to me. I am sure it would give you new courage 
for your work. Romeo, Mich., reports 14 new names, offering $9.00, 
95 present at rally—which was the best ever. 

Rhode Island reports 321 L. L. B.’s in seven Cradle Rolls. 

Saco, Me., has 45 L. L. B.’s, of whom 14 are new this year. They 
had a delightful rally May 26,and $9.50 was received from the mite boxes. 
The A. L. B.’s had their rally June 2. They had 35 members; offering, 
$2.70. Total number of members, 80; total offering, $12.20. 

Ocean Park, Me. Did any one say Ocean Park is a small place? 
Well, verily its influence has gone abroad into all the earth—the members 
of Ocean Park C. R. are 9 L. L. B.’s, 4 A. L. B.’s, 2 Life Members and 
$9.75 received as an offering. And these little people are scattered from 
Maine to California. 

Blessings on the large hearted people of Ocean Park, whose love for 
the little people reaches from sea to sea, and even to India. 

North Berwick, Me., has 151 members and six on the Memorial Roll; 
40 new members added last year. They held a delightful rally June 22, 
with babies, mothers, grandmothers and one great-grandmother present. 





XM 


SS ee ee eee ee 


QO, oc = DS - 





XUM 





THE MISSIONARY HELPER 237 


The children dropped their pennies into a pink and white bassinet, the 
whole amounting to $14.00. If any C. R. has a larger number of mem- 
hers please report to the C. R. Secretary. Until I hear from some one to 


that effect I think we shall have to call this the banner society. The 
credit for the good work done in North Berwick is due to our dear Mrs. 
Guptill and her faithful helpers. The work is done systematically and 
no child in the parish escapes an invitation to join the C. R. 

Rochester, N. H., has 48 L. L. B.’s and 23 A. L. B.’s. The super- 
intendent visits each home monthly, leaving the little C. R. paper, The 
Golden Now, and sends cards at Easter, Christmas, birthdays and rally 
day. She loves her work and the children love her, and of course that 
means the mothers, too. No work brings sweeter rewards and greater 
blessings. ‘Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least of these 
my little ones, ye have done it unto me.” 


LAuRA E. Harttey, C. R. Sec. 


SINGLE LiGHT BEARERs. 
Names added to Cradle Roll since the list was last published :— 
Kenneth Hartley Colcord, Haverhill, Mass. 
John Russell Colcord, Haverhill, Mass. 
Harold E. Carle, Rochester, N. H. 
Virginia Ruth Klotzer, Los Angeles, Cal. 
LirE MEMBERs. 
Ellen Elizabeth Merson, Keuka Park, N. Y. 
Frances Farrell, Newton, N. J. 
Dwighta Joy Thompson, Union, Mich. 
Ruth Julia Miller, Arlington, Cal. 


MEMORIAL ROLL. 


Clifford Jackson Humphrey Clement K. Wilson 
Forest Edward Knight Ervin Leslie Huston 
Alsena May Bremon Ethel Philena Strout 
Winthtop Wilson Cross Viola Gertrude Morse 
Ellen Weinhold Anna J. Bayle 

Eva Margaret Guptill Doris Hazel Allen 
Louise Elizabeth Wentworth Forest Donnell 

Ruth E. Mooney Josephine Izette Varney 


—> 
> 





Fifteen years ago not one Filipino had even been inside of a Sunday School; 
today the Islands have a Sunday School enrollment of nearly 60,000, and the 
movement is only just beginning. The great problem is to make of the Filipinos 
a united people, and in the attainment of this end the Sunday School is second to 
none, saving possibly the public schools. It has been found that all could unite 
upon the platform of the child as this does not involve any reference to creed or 
denomination. 
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A PRICELESS ROSE FOR CHINA 


Mrs. Hathaway was fighting a battle, one of those fierce conflicts that 
seem as if they would rend asunder the very heart within us—all the more 
devastating because repressed beneath a mask of habitual outward 
tranquility. 

Mrs. Hathaway had been in the thick of her struggle for two weeks 
now. While the preliminary skirmishes,—how long ago was the first one? 
The day Myra came home so full of enthusiasm from that first summer 
conference? No; it was before Myra even suggested attending a summer 
conference, the day she threw back her head in childish enthusiasm and 
declared, ““When I grow up I’m going to be a missionary !” 

With a soft reminiscent sigh her mother remembered the involuntary 
start of pain those words had caused her, and then her own quick, indul- 
gent laugh. “That‘s how all good little girls feel once in a while, Myra. 
But when they grow up, most of them find their place is nearer home.” 
Yes, she had laughed as she said that ; but to-day the mother realized that 
she had shivered, too, under a premonitory fear of what might be. 

Myra was not so effervescently enthusiastic nowadays; Mrs. Hatha- 
way felt sometimes as if she would welcome a return of that old, bubbling 
energy in place of this still, sweetly thoughtful calm. It seemed some- 
times of late that Myra’s face was like the pictured Mary of the Annun- 
ciation, as if an angel were whispering to her secrets scarcely to be put 
into words. 

Ah, yes! Myra was her Grandma Lewis’s own granddaughter. 
Mrs. Hathaway knew full well that her mother would never have faltered 
if called to go to the farthest island of the sea for Him. Aye, or to do 
that harder thing, send her dearest thither! This was not the first time 
that poor, shrinking Laura Hathaway had felt the bewildered admiration 
of a naturally unheroic soul whose lot is cast among heroes. 


“But I cannot let Myra go, I cannot!” she moaned. “If she were 
like some of the girls who feel drawn to the work—! There are women 


who are exactly fitted to be foreign missionaries—and nothing else. Our 
Myra isn’t that sort at all: it is not merely my partial judgment that counts 
her worthy of a useful and conspicuous place anywhere. China, indeed, 
for a girl of Myra’s possibilities!’ She will be a leader and a center of 
helpful influence wherever she is, trust Myra for that. I’m sure such 
women as she are needed right here at home!” 
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“Hey, there! Look where you’re stepping.” 

Peter’s growl promptly brought Mrs. Hathaway to a consciousness of 
her immediate surroundings. She decided that it would be a relief to stop 
awhile and watch the old man at work among the roses—if Peter was 
willing ! 

Visitors were wont to speak of the Hathaway's gardener as a quaintly 
original character ; one effusive young person had pronounced him “deli- 
cious”. The family themselves more frequently found him exasperating, 
but they philosophically overlooked his manifest peculiarities because of 
his very efficient, if arbitrary, care of their garden. 

When in a favorable mood, Peter could be no mean entertainer: his 
knowledge of flowers was considerable, while he was given to queer little 
amusing whimsies regarding many of his favorites. For instance, he 
now began grumbling about the Old Lady. 

“What old lady?” inquired Mrs. Hathaway idly. “I thought you 
were talking about the roses.” 

“So I be,” was the retort. “This big bush. Never can remem- 
ber her highfalutin’ name, Lady Something-or-other, so I just call her the 
Old Lady. She’s as particular an’ notional as one, every bit!” 

Peter pointed with his spade at a sturdy off-shoot of the Old Lady 
about which he had been digging. ‘This sprout ought to be set out by 
itself ; you see what good roots it’s got. I've a fine place all fixed for it 
over beyond that Gold of Ophir by the big walk. Sightliest spot in the 
hull garden; whilst here in the corner the thing’s mor’n half hid by the 
rest o’ the bush an’ crowded ’gainst that wall. Moving it won't hurt the 
sprout nor the old bush a mite. But land, the way I have to hack an’ 
hew at this here connecting root—! Old Lady makes me think o’ some of 
these mothers an’ fathers that want their children to follow straight along 
in their own steps, settle down close home as ever they kin, regardless 
whether the young folks’ leanings ’re that way or not. Why, Sol Harper 
back where I come from nigh went crazy ‘cause his boy Jim didn’t take 
to farming an’ stay right there to work their stony old place. All well 
an’ good if Jim’s bent had been that way, but ’twa’n’t. If ever the Lord 
Almighty meant a feller should be a doctor, ’twas Jim Harper. You've 
heard tell o’ him lots down to Philadelphy. Jim’s as good as they make 
‘em fer doctoring, I reckon; an’ shucks! if his father’d had his way, Jim’d 
be back in that same little holler o’ the hills now !” 
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Mrs. Hathaway regarded Peter with suspicious keenness. Could he 
be thinking of her, as well as this Sol Harper and the Old Lady? One 
wasn’t always certain just how much Peter meant by some of his rambling 
monologues. But no, the old man would have sought a less far-fetched 
illustration had he intended a home thrust. Moreover, Peter White, with 
all his contempt for “furriners” in general and Orientals in particular, 
would never regard China as a “place in the sun” compared to his beloved 
America; indeed his tongue would be sharp and unhesitating in condemna- 
tion of Myra’s going off to “such an outlandish, out-of-the-way place.” 
Not Peter, only her own overwrought imagination, saw any similarity be- 
tween Mrs. Hathaway’s desires and the old farmer’s. 

Half-blinded by a swift rush of tears, the lady made her way to a 
favorite seat in a secluded corner of the garden. She found herself 
trembling from. head to foot under the emotion induced by Peter’s words. 
If only the man had intended to draw a parallel, his mistress might have 
thrust aside the implication more easily. As it was, she could not evade 
the issue so unexpectedly presented. 

“To think that I may be trying to keep Myra back from her best, from 
the natural unfolding of her life! I—I had not thought of it in that 
light,” she whispered. 

For many minutes Mrs. Hathaway sat in awed silence, very still and 
thoughtful, while her mind worked on, seemingly of its own volition, pre- 
senting before her gaze one remembered life story after another. Laura 
Hathaway was not ignorant of missionary history and biography; the 
busy brain had plenty of material to choose from. 

“Imagine anybody undertaking to hobble down an Isabella Thoburn 
or a Mary Porter Gamewell into just a society woman! Or crushing them 
into any place but the great one God had waiting for them!” Mrs. Hath- 
away laughed tremulously with a sudden heart-lifting comprehension of 
the futile absurdity of it. 

“Of course Myra isn't a second Isabella Thoburn nor a Mary Porter 
Gamewell: she isn’t a second anybody. She’s her own sweet, precious 
self!” 

Laura Hathaway knew well that it was not mere maternal prejudice 
that perceived unusual promise in her eldest born. No human mind 
would dare set the bounds of Myra’s possible achievements if she were 
allowed to work out her best, unhampered. 

“Indeed I can trust Him, the great Master Gardener, all wise, all 
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loving, to place our treasure in its most appropriate spot in His world 
garden. Trust Him? To whom else can I trust her?” 

It had seemed to Mrs. Hathaway that she could not bid Myra God- 
speed because the Chinese needed her, nor because He had called ; but now 
the consideration that this was also the opportunity for Myra’s own high- 
est development touched the mother heart, which had always coveted “the 
best” for her dear one—at whatever cost to herself. Some might cavil of. 
“lower motives.”” But He—whose gracious welcome is extended freely 
even to those who come unto Him through fear rather than love, who 
Himself yearns for “the best” for every child of His—understood. 

Mrs. Hathaway rose purposefully from the old stone seat. “I must 
write Myra thas minute!” she exclaimed. 

Grandma Lewis sat in a sunny window looking out upon the drive- 
way. She turned smilingly at the sound of her daughter’s brisk step. A 
casual question died on her lip as she caught sight of the exultant, tear- 
wet face. 

“O my daughter, my brave, wise, noble daughter!’ she whispered 
comprehendingly, her own eyes misting swiftly when Mrs. Hathaway 
caught up Myra’s latest photograph from its place of honor and held it 
aloft. 

“See, Mother, our rose for His planting in China!”’—Woman’s Mis- 
sionary Friend. 


<> 
—_— 


IN MEMORIAM 


“Tt seemeth such a little way to me, 

Across to that strange country, the Beyond; 
And yet not strange, for it has grown to be 

The home of those of whom I am so fond; 
They make it seem familiar and most dear, 
As journeying friends bring distant countries near. 





“And so for me there is no sting to death, 
And so the grave has lost its victory; 
It is but crossing, with abated breath 
And white, set face, a little strip of sea, 
To find the loved ones waiting on the shore, 
More beautiful, more precious than before.” 


Mrs. Ada Morey, Onsted, Michigan, April 4, 1916. 
Mrs. Hannah Kimball, Danville, New Hampshire, May 1, 1916. 


NoTE— When a member of an Auxiliary passes on, it is fitting that the name, place 
of residence and date of death should appear under ‘‘In Memoriam.’’ Resolu- 
tions and obituaries are not printed in THE HELPER. 
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QUIZ 


What is a forcible call and why? 

An unlimited opportunity ? 

How did a soldier in the trenches sacrifice his last candle? 

What seemingly impossible places are “closets of prayer’’? 

What will one nickel do? 

What did a little Belgian girl write? 

In spite of war what continues? 

How many natives of India are received into churches per month? 

“Seeking, seeking, seeking’’-—who can tell the incident? 

What is the power-room of Christian service? 

What were some of Miss Fenner’s impressions of the Northern Baptist 
Convention. 

Who represented the Bengal Field and the F. B. W. M. S.? 

What is said of Texan Free Baptists ? 

Where was an elopement one moonlight night ? 

What other striking events? 

Who will describe a unique mock trial? A ‘forest meal’’? 

Who can tell the story of a little lad? A seeker of peace? An Indian 
Jewel? 

Where is it sometimes hard to even smile? 

What workers are “pure gold’’? 

Why was “Degree Day” at Serampore College significant ? 

Where did nine people unite with the church on Easter Sunday? 

What was an interesting reception? 

Who are always hospitable? 

What happens Sunday morning in Balasore? 

What is said of the 200,000,000 Mohammedans ? 

Where are “Buds of Promise’ ? 

What was the banner Thank Offering? 


What is the “As much as”’ policy ? 
What special message comes to us in the Quiet Hour? 
Where do they borrow babies in order to have a Cradle Roll? 
What other acts are worthy of imitation? 
What are some indispensable aids to the study of the new text book? 
Which auxiliary made the largest contribution in May? 
What is the secret of “radiant charm’’? 
(Answers may be found in the July HELPER.) 











L] 


per 


ane 
day 
ney 
in 
one 


THE MISSIONARY HELPER 


243 









































, 7 ¥ 3s 2 
x Churdan) Churches and Stations @ 
{cu ' bs enn Only & 
ndra a 
ig = Cerner xh Homes of Conve onverts 
“S 
Kendudsoli « im Sora cL 
asiant Midn iat ot 18 AX 
4 Kh rs 
% arg 
rt "4, 
eau * 2 5 rant ? cs 
a ® a 2 22 
say if 
’ Ly anti 3, 
% ar. lias - 
2  s. a 
C as LY 43 1 Bare 
z PS . 
se =" %&- 
NetEy » @ENGA 
/  sBajaso 3 
NILGIRI i 
¢« 
ROENJWAR ‘vl « ron r4 
mat \-. SORE ( € Fie 
4 , 4 1} Fai ad k 
he <— at!) Area: about 12,000 square miles 
- ‘ af 6 £ v { Population: nearly 4,000,000 
Ps CHETEK 
- a =: ‘‘When Christ says ‘Take My yoke 
y * “gt upon you,’ He suggests team-work 
-~ —all at it, all together at it, always 
: ‘wi at it. The Kingdom of God will not 
aS ; & 
r Ki’ CUTTACK A tarry if we conform to this nniversal 
” g 7 law.’’ 

















LETTER FROM A GIRL IN INDIA TO A GIRL AT HOME 


(Many girls are interested in Miss Amy Porter and her work in India. This 
personal letter gives an entertaining glimpse of her daily doings in the hot season.) 


My dear Dorothy :— 

This is your birthday week. Yesterday I remembered you especially, 
and last night as I went to bed I thought of you at the dawning of your 
day. I hope your new year will bring lots of best things for you. So 
next year you will be in College? * * What a lot of things there are 
in the world to know, and even if you get a good lot of knowledge about 
one country’s things and manners, if you are put in another country you 
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are all at sea again. I could tell a squash from a pumpkin at home, but 
here I am bound to call a jonhi vine a bhendi; or a bigone, a cucumber, 
and I’m sure I don’t know which are endogenous and which exogenous. 


It seems so queer to think of you folks enjoying May weather. It 
is boiling, sizzling hot here—hotter this year than last, and that season 
they said was unusually hot. The longer folks stay in this country the 
more they seem to mind the heat—comforting, isn’t it? I don’t mind it 
much, though. Yesterday morning I rode out to Remnah to see that 
school and today I have been to Bampada,—ten miles by bicycle yester- 
day and six today. Of course I was soaked through by the time I got 
home for breakfast at 10.30. Now, at 12 o’clock, I am clad in the thin- 
nest gown I possess. Doors were closed all through the house two or 
three hours ago to keep the hot air out. Most folks are having punkahs 
pulled, but I don’t like the things. Government thermometers are regis- 
tering 108 degrees here and 111 in Midnapore. Ours, however, has 
never gone above 100, though we are sure it is fully 200, by our feelings! 
Even nights are getting hot now. 

I shall be glad to see my associates start for the seashore.-° Dr. 
Mary, Sadie Gowen, the Frosts and Colletts, will all be going to Chandi- 
pore soon after the 12th. Do you know the game “Stage Coach”? This 
makes me think of it. On the 12th everybody gets up and whirls around. 
I expect to whirl more than once, for on that day I go with some eighty 
children to Jellasore. I wonder if I am attempting more than I can do. 
I hope not. Of course Miss Barnes, in Jellasore, has everything ready 
for us at that end; but it makes my heart go “pity ’Zekel” when I think of 
it. There is a fine sandy river near, where I plan to drop the crowd once a 
day for an hour or so. If my next letter is slow in arriving, you will 
understand why. 

I had such a fine time at Cuttack,—almost four weeks of study, 
friends, walks and drives, and such a splendid chance to find how other 
schools and boarding homes are like or unlike ours. One morning I 
visited three Hindu schools for girls, managed by the Mission, and got a 
great deal of help from it. They don’t try to teach the children needless 
things, but only to read and write and a few things that will make life 
brighter for them. There were girls present, nine and eleven years of 
age, who were already married and were loaded down with ornaments 
—heavy hair ornaments—necklaces, earrings, bracelets, and anklets, all 
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but the anklets of gold. They were children of wealthy merchants. Rich 
though they were, their clothes were not clean, and they looked weary and 
pale underneath the burden of jewelry. Pretty? Oh, yes, they are so 
pretty, some of them. One had the Nannie S— type of beauty,—the 
large, dark eyes, round cheeks, clear skin. Perhaps Nannie would not 
like to be compared to one of our little brown girlies, but if she could see 
them she would not mind. People here often make me think of folks at. 
home. The pundit that I studied with at Cuttack made me think of 
Mr. , only he was better looking and more graceful. One little girl 
there reminded me of my mother’s baby picture. 

I came home from Cuttack Saturday. Monday, I had all my furni- 
ture and possessions out in the sunshine for the day, and enjoyed myself 
cleaning house. Tuesday, I visited Remnah school, and today, Bampada. 
Tomorrow, I plan to go to Jellasore for the day to mark out our “circus 
ground.” Miss Barnes and I need to get the lay of the land before the 
tribe descends. (One of our matrons was drawn to come here to work 
because our children seemed so well and happy and weren't sorry for 
themselves for being orphans. I wonder if she has never secretly wished 
they were a bit more lifeless, as orphans should be!) 

You asked about Hara and Komoline. One day Komoline got tired 
from a walk we took on a preaching trip, and we sat on some steps to 
rest. Then I told her how much you and she are alike. She asked to see 
your picture. She is quietly pegging away at home, school, Sunday 
school, etc. 

Hara is just as full of energy and nerves and wiggles as ever, but it 
seems to me she is controlling herself better. I like her about the best of 
any of our children, and so does almost everyone else, even while they call 
her the naughtiest. She came in to show me a doll she had made, the 
other night, and was as nice a little lady as one could wish. It is when 
sudden excitement sends her nerves off on forty tantrums, or when there 
is a tree of green fruit to be ravaged, that Hara’s better nature gets 
squelched. Keep on praying for her. It pays. 

I am so glad you are going to college. , 

I wonder if you will be at Ocean Park this summer. 

Lots of Love. Mizpah, 
Balasore, India, May 3, 1916. Amy. 
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KASOVA THE LIGHT BEARER 


Is the African Christian dependable? Can he stand alone? Does 
he really learn the vital principles of Christianity? Or is the change a 
surface one only? Such are some of the questions asked by those who re- 
gard the African as beyond redemption, and consequently believe all mis- 
sion work on his behalf a waste of time and money. 

The story of Kasova gives a pleasing example of the power of the 
gospel in the lives of the natives. Ten years ago a girl was at Chisamba 
with friends of hers among the Lumbo family. Lumbo is the native 
pastor. She came into touch with the native Christians. She heard the 
teaching of the missionaries and observed their manner of life. 

Then came a change. She had to move away from the mission to an- 
other part of the country, distant about four days’ journey. Surely one 
might have thought she would forget all she had learned! Howcould a little 
girl twelve or thirteen years of age, and she raised in an African kraal, 
be expected to retain the little she was able to learn during the brief peri- 
od of her stay at a mission station? Think, too, of all the corruption and 
vice she would encounter in that untouched neighborhood! Think of the 
beer drinks, feasts in honor of the dead, with attendant obscenitfes, the 
general degradation of the African women with whom she had to mix day 
by day, and the numberless temptations to stray from the paths of purity 
and virtue! 

And yet what followed her removal to a heathen community? She 
had learned to read while at Chisamba—a stumbling kind of reading, let 
it be confessed—and as soon as she arrived.at her new village she began 
to read to the people the Gospel by St. John and to teach the children 
Christian hymns. On Sundays she went to the adjoining villages to in- 
vite the people to come and hear the words read. Thus every week she 
touched the lives of those round about her with the life-giving message. 

Meantime no missionary was able to visit her or to encourage her. 
Singlehandedly she carried on her work, never wearying of the effort ex- 
pended or feeling that all was in vain. Her perseverance has given a 
striking illustration of the power of a Christian life to change the hearts 
of men. Through her example four boys are at present at Chisamba, in 
training for Christian work. They will in all probability come to Dondi 
Institute to complete their course and then start schools in that neighbor- 
hood. 
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In addition to these boys, several others are here at the institute work- 
ing in the morning and going to the afternoon school for workers, thus 
helping to increase the number of those who can help their neighborhood 
in the paths of righteousness. The life of the little girl has had a gra- 
cious influence indeed! She is now married and able to help in a still 
wider manner. 

It was the writer’s privilege to visit the village and to preach to the 
natives of the neighborhood. Nearly one hundred and fifty gathered 
together and were able to sing hymns with intelligence and, as they said, 
“with rejoicing”. All this is the result of the influence of a little black 
girl who visited a mission station and there gave her life to the Master. 
A request for a school has been received and only awaits the necessary 
teacher and pastor to graduate from the institute. 

Meantime, Kasova will hold the fort! Remember her in your 
prayers—The Missionary Herald. 


<> 
>_> => 


TREASURER’S NOTES 


We hope that every one of our W. M. S. family is filled with 
curiosity,—no, interestedness—as to the financial outcome of the year 
just closing, and lest you may be too disappointed when you compare last 
year’s total with this, we would suggest that $1,251.50 worth of such 
disappointment is due to difference in amount of legacies received, there- 
fore you see, that, after all, the sum of discrepancy, which at first looks 
so far from satisfactory, in reality represents occasion for gratitude— 
gratitude for continued, unbroken fellowships and friendships. Under- 
standing this, a second comparative look will show you that outside of 
legacies, less than $700.00 is the difference between the totals of gifts. 

For a moment, look with us behind the scenes of the Society’s activi- 
ties, and find assurance that this result is gratifying, yes, even more, that 
it is a remarkable advance, an up-grade achievement. Considering the 
accelerating progress of amalgamation, we note first the transference of 
gifts through the larger regular channels; we note an actual sharing in 
the work of the larger bodies by gifts made specifically for their work; 
we note that in two states the process of union is so nearly complete that 
their gifts are turned almost wholly aside, which means in amount, the 
support of a.missionary and an overflow amount for kindergarten work 
at Balasore. : 
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Has this meant a decrease in W. M. S. provision for these and other 
interests in our Bengal field? No, the salary of this missionary has been 
met, also that of two others, and an amount contributed toward support 
of Baby Doris; outfit, refit, and passage moneys have been paid; Balasore 
dormitory, as a “special,” has become an actuality, and, in short, dear 
friends, you have not only kept the work of our W. M. S. up to its usual 
financial average during these years of adjustment, but have gone beyond 
it and thus have gone forward some considerable distance on the second 
mile of privilege. 

A certain amount of family pride is justifiable, is it not, at least 
when it is satisfaction, or glorying in well doing? However, justifiable 
or not, your officers cherish such a pride in contemplating their W. M. S. 
family and its work, and recognize that emphasis has been laid quite as 
much upon faith as upon works, in its winning. 

Fourteen members and a T. O. offering of $63.00! and by this T. 
O., our Ocean Park Auxiliary, adds to F. B. W. M. S. life membership 
roll the following: Mrs. Albert Armstrong, Mrs. Willis M. Davis and 
Mrs. Elmira J. Hamlen. 

Accompanying the gift from Rev. and Mrs. Kelley, of Michigan, 
memorial to their daughter, Ethel, was the following: “And I heard a 
voice from heaven saying unto me, ‘Write, Blessed are the dead which 
die in the Lord, from henceforth: yea, saith the spirit, that they may rest 
from their labors; and their works do follow them’.” 

The West Cambria Cradle Roll secretary reports a pleasant rally,— 
a gathering consisting of members of W. M. S., Mission Band, C. R. 
members, and friends. Thank-Offering and Cradle Roll picnic, the Buf- 
falo Valley, Kansas, W. M. S. reports. Note this second joint Rally of 
senior and junior societies. 

An lowa friend writes: “Have just been reading the June HELPER. 
It always seems like an old friend, having been in my mother’s home 
many years, and since her death in mine. * * * Note that it seems 
advisable to make some change on account of the uniting of the societies. 

* * Hope it may be the means of accomplishing greater results in 
the Master's vineyard.” This from a “shut-in” friend, who has now 
been obliged, “at a sacrifice,” to pass on her work as a permanent S. S. 
teacher to another, thus closing thirty years of continual service in one 
church: “I would like to tell the workers of the HELPER how doubly 
dear this May number is to me. The prayer on the first cover seems to 
me my very own.” A postscript adds: “I must tell you the June num- 
ber of the HELPER has come, and looking over the news I find that a 
new auxiliary has been organized at the church, which is my home 
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church. I am so happy to know this. It is in answer to prayer. Now 
I can pay my dues there.” This is only one of many instances in which 
members of our W. M.S. family circle have not severed home ties or for- 
gotten the work of our denomination and society, though giving gen- 
erously of self, time and means to the work of the church with which 
they were, and are worshipping. And just such Christian inter- relation- 
ships are having a large share in bringing to pass our Lord's petitioning : 

“That they all may be one; as thou, Father, art in me, and I in thee, that 
they also may be one in us.” 

Referring to Ocean Park and Annual Meeting we quote: ‘How 
much I should enjoy Ocean Park Conference. * * * My prayers and 
thoughts will many times be wafted across the miles that intervene. May 
God’s richest blessing abide with those assembled there and may the 
business transacted, and the spiritual uplift be such that many may go 
forth the stronger, more enthusiastic and nearer the Father, for the time 
spent in that beautiful place.” Our Minnesota State Treasurer writes: 
“How much I wish it were pogsible for me to attend Annual Meeting. I 
need the inspiration and information for my work.” TJ trust the Spirit 
will lead clearly in all things. We wish in turn that the Society might 
have had (for our annual session will have closed when these notes are 
read), the inspiration and helpful counsel of this efficient sharer in our 
work. 

The words from our Texas friends,Mrs. Belle Hodges and Rev. C. 
C. Wheeler, are encouraging, and the closing words of the latter, “Pray 
for us,’ will cause us to remember the workers of this state especially 
in our prayers. “Hope you will have time at the Park for Mrs. Metcalf 
or Mrs. MacDonald to tell you what a good commencement we had at 
Storer. It seems as if the coming year must be good,” writes Mrs. 
Lightner. <A postcard just received from Rev. J. A. Howard of Bengal- 
Orissa, says: “Our Contai bungalow is on top of a sand hill, command- 
ing a fine view,, and we like it here.” Referring to the picture of a slain 
bison and “beaters”, he adds: ‘The bison on opposite side often kill 
people. The men are crude but when they become Christians they are 
strong fer God. I'd rather work with them than others. We appre- 
ciate your loyal support at home.” 

To some of us to whom Ocean Park is home,—life’s dearest home- 
spot,—there comes a tug at the heart strings as we face the vacant places 
inour W. M. S. circle, made so hy the home-going of some of the friends 
who have made the place so attractive and dear to us. We are thank- 
{ul for the blessing of these lives, in all its richness, and we know that 
not only this life is, but the life to come will be, the richer because of 
these friendships. 

Yours in W. M. S. bonds, 
EpyTH R. PorRTER. 
47 Andower St., Peabody, Mass. 
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GENERAL SUBSCRIPTION AGENT’S NOTES 


It seems rather ridiculous to be trying before Annual Meeting to 
write notes that will not be published till after Annual Meeting, so I am 
not going to say a word directly on my usual theme of finances and sub- 
scriptions. Instead I am going to indulge in a few reflections on the fact 
that this is the dull season for the business end of the HELPER. 

There occurs first to my mind a little episode connected with a 
thrifty French woman who is making a heroic effort to support the two 
children the war has left fatherless. She was at my office yesterday, 
looking for employment as a trained chambermaid primarily. If that 
was not to be had, then anything she could. get that was honest. 

“Why,” said I, “don’t you know this is the dull season?” 

“Oh,” she answered quite unconcerned, “it may be for some, but 
there can’t be dull seasons for a woman who has got two children to 
support. Iam going after work till I get it.” 

And today, sure enough, she is at work. It is true she is not a 
trained chambermaid in a wealthy family, but she is making seven dollars 
a week in a restaurant as waitress. “If I can’t earn money my way, I 
can another way,” she explained to me triumphantly, “I’m going to look 
after those children.” 

There is the old story of the Spartan boy who complained that his 
sword was too short. “Add a step to it,” was his mother’s comment. 

If our subscription lists, and our bank account are too short, what 
better time to add steps to them than now in the dull time when the short- 
ness is most apparent, and we have more leisure for considering how it 
may be done? 

Then there is the anecdote of the Roman soldier who came running 
to his commander bearing proudly a banner he had taken from the enemy. 

“Go and take another,’ was the commander’s answer. 

Might we have as a subject for reflection and consideration during 
this dull season how we may prevent another dull season by adding an- 
other to the subscriptions and money pledges that have been taken in the 


brisk season ? 
Cordially, 
A. M. MosHer. 


107 Howland St., Boston, Mass. 
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fielps for Monthly Mertings 


“Study it in, pray it through, work it out.” 








to 
m Topics for 1916-17 
b- ‘ September—Fellowship Meeting. 
October— War and the Kingdom. 
ct November— Home Missions. 
December— Christian Conquest of Europe: East. 
January— Christian Conquest of Europe: West 
a February— Prayer and Praise. 
vO March— The Protestant Epoch of Christian Conquest. 
April— Heroism in Christian Conquest. 
LY, May— Thank Offering. 
at June— Peace and the Kingdom. 
July— Field Day. 

A Look Ahead.—At first glance, “World Missions and World Peace” 
™ may look rather deep and difficult, but its message is so vital and timely, 
‘ its matter so important,and the aids to its interesting presentation so many 

' and attractive, we hope that our auxiliaries will widely adopt it, either to 

study all together, in the usual way, or to have the argument of each 

a chapter given by one person, followed by discussion. The essentials are 

rs the text book itself, the little pamphlet, “How to Use,” by Mrs. Mont- 
I gomery, THE MissioNARy HELPER, and a map. But the series of charts 

. prepared to illustrate and emphasize the chapter topics are very effective, 


and we are not too old (perish the thought!) to utilize those splendid 
helps for the Juniors,—the flags of all nations, paper dolls in costumes of 
1is different countries, and especially the admirable suggestions about games 
of Missionary Heroes, by Miss Prescott; at the close of the Junior book, 
Soldiers of the Prince.” (Refer to Mrs. Chapman’s. announcement in 
the July HeLper.) Have a display of these helps at the preliminary 
Fellowship Meeting, which should be largely social. Play one of the 
it games, referring to some of our ewn missionary soldiers, as described in 
text book, page 193. Ask a good story teller to tell briefly one of the 
ng prize peace stories, “The Iron Cross,” or “The White Zeppelin.” Intro- 
duce the new study book, stating its purpose (see “How to Use,” page 7). 


~ The general features of the year’s program will, of course, be out- 

lined at once, but space may be left for special features that may be in- 
ng troduced, month by month, in the HELper. Plan to have a review, at 
in- least, of one of the Home Mission books, South American Neighbors,” 


he “Mexico Today,” or “The South Today.” “The last might be taken as a 
background to our study of Storer. Some of these books will be re- 
viewed in the HELPER. We must keep in close touch with our own work 
through the Quiz, illustrated articles in our magazine and leaflets; and 
become better acquainted with the extensive work of all Baptist women. 

Careful previous plans, prayer, bright practical presentation, plus 
anthusiasm—such a bunch of sweet P’s will surely give us a year of 
programs helpful to ourselves and the Master’s work. 
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Hrartical Christian Living 


We are not called to be pools of privilege, but channels of blessing.—Helen 
Barrett Montgomery. : 

“Cups of cold water,” simple ministeries of refreshment, the love-thought, the 
love-prayer, the love-word—these are the privileged services of all of us.——Dr. Jowett. 
mm 
OUR QUIET HOUR 


(10 A. M.) 





THE SPIRITUAL LIFE. 


What is it—the spiritual life? What are its recognizable 
marks? How shall we achieve it? Do we not need, as Christians, now 
and again to remind ourselves of the true answers to these questions? 
So much of every day is given to the doing of things, the thinking about 
things, the longing for things. 

To be aware of what is unseen, as well as of what is seen, what is 
permanent, as well as what is of time; of human beings everywhere and 
not only of the group or circle with which we associate; of the intents 
and purposes and hearts of people, and not merely of their faces, their 
words and their deeds. To be sensitive to the voices of outdoors. To be 
able to spend time alone with one’s self, and so come face to face with 
one’s own heart. To recognize the mood of worship and to yield to it, 
and so to be conscious of God. These very beginnings of the life spiritual 
—do we fail even here? 

To become familiar with some book of the soul; to study our Bibles 
with diligence; to cultivate the habit of meditation; to pray much in 
secret—are we giving time enough to these? And the marks of the life, 
taught of the Spirit? The Spirit brings a harvest of love, joy and peace; 
of patience towards others, kindness, benevolence, good faith, meekness 
and self-restraint. Are these fruits visible enough in us for others to 
recognize them? 

Do we hold to the thought of Jesus Christ as the very central fact 
of our life? Then and then only does He become for us the final reality, 
more real than all other persons. We walk through our days in the 
abiding sense of his presence. God becomes our Father. And as God 
is love, in measure, as we come to know Him, so are we constrained to 
love to the uttermost. We are drawn out, pulled away from self. Our 
life is in others—the many, whomsoever we meet; there will be no respect 
of kinds or types of persons. While we keep this course, circumstances, 
conditions, things matter little. We may even exult in difficulty, know- 
ing as we do that it produces fortitude; fortitude, ripeness of character ; 
and ripeness of character, hope; and that tlis hope never disappoints, 
because God's love for us floods our hearts through the Holy Spirit, who 
has been given to us.—MABeEL Cratty, in Association Monthly. 
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WHAT THE STAMPS SAY 
INDIA. 


[ am a little postage stamp, 
I came across the sea, 

And this is what the letter soils 
The people sent by me: 


“We have the famine in our land, 


The plague, and earthquakes, too, 
And in the midst of all this woe 
The Christians are so few. 





“You have so much of Christ and love, 
Your land is all so bright, 

Can you not send us more of Christ? 
Oh! send us more of light!’ 


JAPAN. 
[ am a little postage stamp, 
A message I| have brought; 
It tells of people who of Christ, 
The Lord, have not been taught. 


CHINA. 
And I have brought a message, too, 
From China land so great; 
There many, many human hearts 
Sad in the darkness wait. 


“Oh! send us those who tell of Christ, 
Send as many as you can!” 

It begs for more of life and light; 
The postmark is Japan. 


Can you who have the glorious light 
Not hear their piteous cry 

Set self aside, and let the light 
Shine on them ere they die. 


AFRICA. 
[ am a postage stamp, by me 
A message has been sent, 
And people say that I came from 
The darkest continent. 


ISLANDS OF THE SEA. 
Oh! listen while we little stamps 
Repeat our message, too; 
We are the Islands of the Sea, 
Who cry for help from you. 


Our hills and vales are beautiful, 
We have the sunshine bright; 

But, oh! we lack the love of Christ; 
Please send us gospel light! 


—Selected. 


I do not know how dark it is 
In other lands, but hark! 

I bring a cry from Africa: 
“More light! It is so dark!” 





THE GIFT WITHOUT THE GIVER 


“Auntie Pollie!” It was a happy little voice, and in his eagerness 
the small laddie, hardly more than a baby, leaned against the screen door 
trying to see into the darker hall. 

“Auntie Pollie!”’ 

There was a bit of tremble in the call this time, for Philip was a very 
sensitive little fellow and the big, silent house seemed “scary.” 

“Dess I'll do wound ve uvver way,” he said bravely after a minute, 
and the little feet pattered down the steps and trotted along the walk to 
the back door. 
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“P’aps vis one’ll be open,” he said hopefully as he clambered up on 
the porch. Sure enough, the door was ajar. The latch was too high for 
him to reach, but his tiny fingers worked along the edge until the crack 
widened enough for them to get in and pull the screen open. The step 
was a high one for the baby feet, but they managed it safely, and he 
walked in. 

“Auntie Pollie!” 

Auntie Pollie did not answer, but the words did not sound so hollow 
this time, and the kitchen and dining room were more familiar, so that 
he was not afraid. He had often waited there while Auntie Pollie found 
some of her “ ’licious” cookies that crunched so delightfully between his 
teeth. “I dess she’ witin’ an’ didn’t hear. I don’t hear folks some- 
times,” he said, as he made his way to the living room. 

Auntie Pollie was not there but the thing Philip wanted was in plain 
sight on the top of the desk: 

“T’'ll have to climb up, won’t I?” and he looked around for help. The 
desk chair was heavy and strong, but Philip shook his head as he felt it 
swing around when his hand touched it. 

“Vat one doesn’t sit still ‘nough, but maybe vis one will,” and he 
pulled at another whose “silence castors’ made it easy for the baby hands 
to move it about. He climbed up into the seat after some trouble, but 
the box was still beyond his reach. 

“T’ll have to det up on ve desk,” sighed. “I dess Auntie Pollie 
won't mind much if I’se careful.” 

He hesitated a minute, then leaned over and slowly pushed back the 
ink and mucilage bottles—“ ’cause Auntie Pollie’s so ‘tic-u-lar ‘bout her 
bottles.” Up on the desk at last, he sat down, curling his legs under him. 
Then he fished in his pocket and pulled out a clean but very mussy hand- 
kerchief. He felt all over it till he found the corner where the knot was, 
and then his tiny fingers pulled and twisted and tugged till the knot 
came untied and he could see his treasure. 

A sweet little smile curved his arched lips still more as he said, 
“You're a awful bwight cent, you are, and Dod’ll be dlad to have you in 
his box; won’t you, Dod?” and he looked up out of the window to the sky. 

Then he stood up, so busy with his gift that he did not hear or see 
Auntie Pollie who had come in and was watching him from the door- 
way. He put out his hand to drop the cent into the mite box, then drew 
it back again and stood perfectly still for a minute looking at the penny. 

“Dr. Dorham said we must dive Dod ve nicest fings, so I’m doin’ to 
dive you to him,—but I’m doin’ to dive you a kiss first to dive him when 
he opens his box. I fink he’ll like such a clean, shiny penny wiv a kiss 
on it, an’ he’ll know I sent you, won’t he?” 

The little fellow stretched one hand out flat and laid the new cent on 
it carefully. Then he bent down his head, kissed the penny very lovingly 
and dropped it into “Dod’s box.” 
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When he turned around to get down again he found Auntie Pollie 


there, holding out her arms. 


“Why, Auntie Pollie, your eyes are shinier van my—no, it’s Dod’s 
cent now. Will he like ve kiss on it, do you fink?” he asked eagerly, as 
his arms went around her neck and they sat down together in the big 


rocker. 


Auntie Pollie’s eyes were shiny,—just like the brightest stars that 
ever were,—as she held Philip close in her arms and softly kissed the 


lock of hair that always would tumble over his forehead; 


and she 


answered confidently, “I’m very sure He likes His pennies best with kisses 
on them, Honey-bunch.”—Woman's Missionary Friend. 
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Contrilutions 
F. B. WOMAN’S MISSIONARY SOCIETY 
Receipts for June, 1936 





MAINE 
Auburn Aux for Molika’s support... 
Biddeford. Jeff St F B Aux, T O, for Sto- 
rer 10 00; for CiP 7.25 .. 2. «sc ees 
I I oo. cock he SS 
Bowdoin Conf Aux ........... 
Casco Mission Circle .......... 
Cumberland Conf Coll for Miss Coombs 
Dover-Foxcroft Aux,TO..... 
Ocean Park Aux, T O 63.00 (Z,30C R); 
dues 2.00 
Otisfield Conf Coll for~ ‘Betsey hs 
Houlton F BCh, a Friend : Fon Higher 
Education worthy girls in Indla. 
Lisbon WMS, TO19.70; dues $15... 
Lisbon Falls WM S for Miss Coombs’ 


’ 


ee a a a 


y 
North Berwick C R for Brown Babies of 
Sg RI Ale SEES URE APN Par, See 
Pittsfield, Mrs Mary B Wingate, per cent 
Gi BOGRION <. 2 6 wis Ks 6 ke ee 
Aux, Mary B Wingate Fund income 
Do for sup ‘Nettie’? 25.00; Miss A 
Porter 20.55; Miss Sadie Gowen 20.54 
Poatiand Aux. T O 40.50; Mrs C F Jose’s 
Ss S Class for Miss A Porter 25.00; for 
Nonie Bella Butts In Mem 25.00; Pri- 
mary Dpt for Sasi 22.00; Beginners 
Dpt for Gladys 5.00; Miss Sawyer’s 
Class for Hemma 6 25; Miss Annie 
Brooks for B W $15; for Miss Coombs 
NOs oe etal ores ca 
Saco Aux, T 0 63 00 (Storer College for 
furnishing rooms (15.00; Nat 
Workers in India 23.02) 
Do, Beginne4s and Pri Dpts S S for 
Brown Babies . . 
Scarboro Aux for Lena McKinney inSO 
$25; 8S forS 0250 
South Limington Aux. T O 10.50; dues 
2.50 (% Storer, % Miss Butts) .... 
South Portland Aux,T OforCF .. 
($13.17 completes L M of Mrs Amy 
Kaler) 
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$10 00 


17 25 
5 00 
15 00 
10 00 
5 00 
10 85 


€5 00 
4 85 


10 00 
34 70 


10 00 
14 00 


2 25 
12 50 


66 09 


147 96 


63 02 
4 26 
27 50 


13 00 
27 00 


Steep Falls Aux, Hindu Boys Sch No 9, 


a See 
Topsham Aux, Miss Coombs $10; F M 

$15: Storer 15. 00; Miss Esterbrook $5 
Wells Branch S S for Mrs Holder’s sal’y 
West Falmouth Aux, T O Mrs Mary § 

Frye and Mrs L E Burrowes .. . 
Woodfords, Mrs T FMaximTO.... 
Work Co Comf Aue... ....csccs- 


NEW HAMPSHIRE 


Danvill Auz dues .....0.cceces 
Epsom Aux dues............ 
Oe Oa let ae, dala @ Se ae “e 
(LM Mrs ‘Loella M Wells) 
—e Mrs DA Gannon T O for 
Lakaport Aux, Cole Fund Inc forWH. 
Deer er isGer: 2... a on ee. 
New Market Ch,gift of Mrs. F Elkins for 
sal’y of MrsIda F Holder. ..... 
New Hampton Aux, additional TO. . 
Pittsfield Aux,dues  ........ 
Whitefield F B Ch Aux, Miss Butts $20; 
SUNGUTORM NS Oc bia ee haan tee 
Note—Credit in May receipts to New 
Hampton Aux 5.00 for Miss Butts 
pn gs have been for Miss Barnes’ 
sal’y. 


VERMONT 


East Hardwick, Rev F & Mrs l. W 
Blake for salary of Miss Amy Porter 
Huntington Ass W MS for sal’y Miss A 
ee eee eee 
Lyndon Center Ch Aux for salary Miss 
PEPMGNOOE 6. 654s ere 6 ratate aa 


MASSACHUSETTS 


Haverhill, Winter St Aux for sal’y Nat 
Teach 19.00; ‘‘Dea Page’s Girls’’ for 
Miss Barnes 4.00.......... 


6 25 


45 00 
4 00 


2 00 
1 00 


20 00 - 


36 00 
4 00 
18 00 


12 50 
18 90 


5 00 
1 65 
5 75 


30 06 


3 00 
3 50 
15 00 
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Lowell, Paige St WMS. FM 
Chelmsford St Aux, TO 12.68; for Nat 
Teacher 12.50 

Somerville, Randall Mem’1 W.M S dues . 
Do,do TO 


RHODE ISLAND 


Arlington Aux, T O for K W 
Do for Industrial 
BW 


Eva Spaulding Society for ‘‘Nari’’ 
Blackstone Aux, K W 
Greenville Aux, K W 
Georgiaville Aux, T O 
Do, dues Industrial 
— Plainfield St Aux, T O for 
K W 


Do do Ind 
Do Jun and Kiud Dpts SS for Miss 
Barnes 
— Aux, KW 
oTO,K w 
Do Industrial 
C R, two shares Miss Barnes’ rapid ‘ 
Pawtucket Aux K W 
Providence, Elmwood Ave Aux, K w. 
DoCEforCR. 
Do Aux, Zenana work 
Roger Wms Ch Special forSO . 
Roger Williams CR 
Doss pee of Miss Emma Pierce 
for child in 
Do Aux, T o Ind 
DodoTO,KW.. 
Dodo, K W 
Do Junior CE, K W 
Trinity Baptist, S S Class of Miss 
Emma A Potter for Promodini. . 


ILLINOIS 
Uniontown, F B W M S dues 


MICHIGAN 
Algansie Aux, Dr B3.00; Storer 2.00; TO 
6.60 


Clifford. Dr B 3.60; Storer 2.54 

Cooks Prairie Aux T O for Dr B 
(On _— of Mrs J C Smith, Homer, 
Mich 

Coney Hill Ch T O 

Davison Aux, Dr B 7.20; Storer 4.80; TO 
22.00 

Dover Ch, Miss Daniels 

Fairfield Aux, Miss Daniels 

Gobleville, Aux TO 
Rev. AE Kelly & wife in memory of 
daughter Ethel, for S O 

Green +¥ Aux, Dr B 4.20; Stoxer 2.80; 


Hillsdale Aux, Storer 8 25; Miss Daniels 
11.25; TO 26 ee 
Juniors, Miss Barnes 
Kingston Aux. Dr B 1.80; Storer1.20 .. 
Litchfield Aux, Dr B $1; Storer $1; HM 
+ 1.60 
(L M Mrs Eldorah Clark, Litchfield, 
Mich) 
North Reading Aux. Ruth Daniels . 
North Rome Aux, Mrs D $5; TO950. 
Onsted Aux, Miss Daniels . : 
Perry, Mrs Mahala J eee ann’l ‘dues 
$1; TO 1.00 
Q M at Kingston, Dr B il 04; Storer 7.40 
Do at Nowesta, Dr B 3 70: Storer 2.50 
Reading Aux, Mis Daniels 13 20; Sto 82c 
Sparta Aux, Miss Barnes 
West Cambria Aux, Miss Daniels 7 (5; 
Sto1.2u; TO 9.25; Western Fld | Agt 
TOG! =; 
DoCR Offering ae 
West Cannon C E for Nat Worker. 
West Oshtemo Aux, T O 


MINNESOTA 


Brainard WMS on WMS manent for 
Miss Esterbrook . . : 
Madelia Bapt Ch WM S Bal apport aa 
Nashville Aux. T O 33.550 (ToABFMS 
direct for Mrs Burkholder's sal’y $10) 
Verona Aux for Gen’! Work 
Winnebago Aux %™FM,%HM 
Do F M 33,61; H M 23.62 


IOWA 


Oelwein, Mrs Retta Wing Wachtel for 
Philmoni Ghose at Mid 


KANSAS 


Buffalo Valley Aux & CR, T O, % Miss 
Barnes, Z2CF.. 


Bryan F B Ch for Mrs Holder’s sal’y . 
Do, Mr J L, Edge & wife for Baby 
Doris. . 

Mr M S Edge & wife for Baby Doris 
Long Branch Ch for Mrs Holder ‘ 
Land H M McAdams for Mrs Holder . 
Stratford, Okla, Rev W R West for Mrs 

Holder 


Balasere Work 
Sinclair Orphanage ...° °° 
Porter Memorial 


Total Receipts for June, 1916. 


EDYTH R. PORTER, Trea 
47 Andover St., Peabody, Mass. 


2u 00 
14 88 


. $2092 19 


surer 


Per May Malvern, Asmstant Treasurer 





FORM OF BEQUEST 


I give and bequeath the sum of —— to the Free Baptist Woman’s Missionary 
Soedety, incorporated under the laws of the State of Maine. 


PaO Biondi Peter niieN 











